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Summary:
Andrew really doesn't like any of his girlfriends, Ashley doesn't like them either. They are both aware of this, and what are siblings for, if not supporting each other, or Ashley “accidentally” cuts her hand while cooking, and needs her older brother to help patch her up.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
It was an honest mistake.

At least that's what Ashley kept repeating to him, over and over again, when she had called him up on the phone, like she always did, whenever he dared step out of the house for more than two seconds.

A small part of him was even relieved, going on dates with new girls, it’s not like he didn't appreciate them, he supposed, but they were so tiresome. It was all such a daunting task.

Paying attention at all times, making sure he was emoting right, and answering right, caring about the right things, at the right time, talking nonstop, for at least a good five hours.

Putting on that daily performance was so tiresome, and he was already so damn tired, all the time.

But mostly, Andrew was worried.

Because he knew, no matter how hard Ashley may deny it, that she had cut herself on purpose, but that still didn't change the fact that she was very much cut.

Andrew had been able to tell since before he arrived home, with the way Ashley's breathing was ragged over the phone, and how she gasped every two sentences, nervously laughing.

He could just about picture her, standing right in front of the phone, twirling the long cord around her index finger like a ring, as she watched the blood drip down, and stain their wooden floor.

He could picture Ashley bent over, in front of the kitchen counter as well, sharp knife in hand, sighing out, before ramming it clean and straight, against her own pale skin.

Ashley would have waited only a minute or two, admiring the mesmerizing red colour, wondering whether to add it into her cooking or not, like a secret, love ingredient, before happily trotting up to the phone, and calling her big brother for his help.

Now Ashley had a real emergency, that she could call him for, and Andrew got a good excuse to let down his girlfriend of the week, and go back home.

It sorta worked, really.

Andrew kept his eyes trained on Ashley before him, she was sitting happily on the couch, swinging her legs back and forth, that pleased smile on her face, with everything and her eyelashes hiding her eyes.

Her eyelashes had always been so long, that if she smiled really wide like that, it looked like she had her eyes closed.

Andrew hated that it was a little bit endearing.

Her face was slightly flushed, and her hand was still bleeding, quickly getting redder and redder.

“Idiot.”

“Uh!?” Ashley's expression finally changed. She regarded him with a loud gasp, and an irritated look on her face “Your little sister is bleeding, she got cut while making your dinner! So bad she's gonna need stitches! And that's all you have to say, Andy!?”

“Yes” He grasped her wrist tightly “Because you cut yourself, you bitch, what did you think was going to happen, dumbass?”

“I already told you it was a mistake!” Ashley petulantly kicked at the air. She raised her hand to hide her open tooth grin “I was trying to cut the meat for the burgers you wanted, but I got my hand caught in the middle, why don't you believe me, uh?”

“Because I know you” Andrew examined the cut once more, yeah, definitely would need some stitches “I know when you are lying.”

Ashley stuck her tongue out at him “No, you don't.”

“You keep telling yourself that” Andrew parted his bangs away from his hair as he sighed “You are gonna have to get that stitched. Put on your shoes, I'm taking you to the doctor.”

Ashley made a sour face, like he had just forced her to bite a lemon, not like he had done that when they were younger, obviously not “I don't want to!” She grabbed his wrist.

Andrew didn't even wince as her blood tainted his skin, it wasn't a new experience.

“What do you want then, Leyley?” Andrew could tell himself he just didn't like the fighting.

“I want you” Ashley crawled closer to him on the couch, her knee hitting against his thigh “I want you to take care of me.”

He looked at the open gash one more time, it was starting to turn ugly, blood aside, he could see the open flaps of torn skin, bouncing with the air on his sister’s skin, the yellow and white bits of fat, threatening to slip out of her insides, if the cut grew any bigger.

The blood pond was starting to turn dark, like it wanted to cicatrize, but it couldn't yet.

Andrew turned his eyes up, to stare directly at Ashley's.

“Are you sure you want me to take care of it? I'm pretty sure we don't even have any painkillers to give you, and I haven't stitched anything in a really long time.”

‘it’ not ‘me’; Ashley took note.

Andrew had learned this whole skill back when they were little, Leyley was afraid of doctors, and yet, incredibly hazardous, simultaneously, and well, blame him for spoiling her rotten.
Andrew just didn't like to see his little sister cry, and wail, in pain.

“Yes!” Ashley said, her injured hand shaking visibly “Pretty please, Andy”

“Don't call me that” Andrew said automatically, before turning to look at the kitchen behind them “Do we even have any thread left?”

“Under the counters, the second cabinet.”

“So it seems your clean freak tendencies are good for something, sometimes, Ashley”

“Aww, you admit you would be living in a pigsty without me!” They grinned at each other.

Andrew stood up “Gonna get that thing. Don't move.”

“I won’t” Ashley raised her hand, and moved it around, spilling rekening blood on the couch, and breaking open one of the smaller flaps of skin.

“Ashley!” He shook his head from side to side, as he heard her laughing.

Andrew quickly got the thread from the cabinet.

The bloodied knife Ashley had used to cut herself, still sitting on top of their sink. He was going to make Ashley clean that up too.

The whole kitchen was always filled with her messes, but Andrew couldn't complain about free food, and the one hobby Ashley seemed to have, that actually apparently, sorta fulfilled her, in some vague sense.

Andrew could picture her perfectly here, just like a few weeks prior, with a little white apron on, making some weird Italian pastry, that required blood in the center.

He had devoured it.

Andrew grabbed something from one of the top counters, lazily laying around, the biggest needle they still owned, that somehow they hadn't lost,... yet

Andrew got the thread from the tabouret, then sat back down beside Ashley.

Even if he were blind, he couldn't have missed it, his sister’s bright pink eyes, shining with adoration, as he held her bloodied hand.

Ashley was the only person in the whole world who would ever look at him in such a manner, and Andrew loved it that way.

“You know how it goes, Leyley” Andrew felt a smile tug at his lips, as he quickly undid his belt, and seized it as a whip, making a loud, lasering noise.

Just another one of those sorta odd things he and his sister did sometimes, behind locked doors, and all, after all, “I would say. Open your mouth, but that’s a given with you.”

Ashley pouted at him, before opening her mouth wide, her tongue popping out, saliva dripping down it.

Andrew took his sweet time, wrapping the belt close shut around her mouth “It’s gonna hurt, Ashley, you know I love hearing your screams, but for this time…” He nodded towards the belt, and waited until she did the same, as excited as always.

Andrew sighed, stretching “Be a big girl, Leyley” He grasped Ashley’s hand, and got to work.

By no means, was this how suturing was actually meant to be done, no gloves, no surgical needles, no little pins to hold stuff into place, but they both knew, they weren't here just for the medical malpractice.

Andrew chose the bottom end of Ashley's injury, the one with the blood starting to drip down the veins of her wrist, to grab it, a little more than usual, and start suturing.

He made the usual starting bond, then continued.

Even in all of his focus, Andrew couldn't disregard it, the way Ashley's breath hitched up, her trembling, accelerated, the little noises of pain she made, as her sharp canines dug into the grey-brown leather of his belt, filling it with her spit, and raggedy moans.

Her breath was shallow, and he could see her chest inflating, and deflating, in an odd pattern. Andrew did his best not to stare too much.

Andrew knew his sister came off as inexpressive to a lot of people, but he thought, there had never been a moment in his life, where he didn't know what his sister was thinking.

In those moments: Completely losing her stoic, sardonic, nature. Andrew dug the needle far deeper into her skin, than they both already knew it needed to arrive.

Hurting his sister like this, had never come unnaturally to him.

He rotated the needle through her skin, one end of the thread going in, then out, then in through the other side. She bit harder on his belt every single time, Andrew was timing it inside his head.

He switched once more, going for the backhand part of the stitching, now Andrew had to grab a smaller part, and in and out.

Hearing the sounds that Ashley's skin made, as he entered it, and exited it, over and over again, in this well-rehearsed rhythm of theirs. It excited him.

Ashley gasped harder, biting into his belt with such strength, her saliva was turning it black, as her eyes rolled into the back of her skull.

Once Andrew was done, he made his knot, his favorite part of the process, the final part of the process.

“Wow, Leyley” He mockingly praised her, with a wolfish smirk running across his face “You did such a bang up job. I'm so proud of you” Andrew said, as he undid his belt from Ashley's mouth, quickly tossing it to some random spot on the floor, beside their couch.

“Ah!” Ashley turned away from him, giving him her upturned nose “Jackass!”

“I know, I know,” He said, idly putting the thread and needle, by his side on the couch.

Ashley regarded him once more, with her lips still pursued together, and her arms tightly crossed on top of her chest.

Andrew continued, his voice and eyes sincere this time “We should go get something to bandage you up with. I think we still got some gauzes in the bathroom-” Andrew was already standing up from his spot on the couch, but just as quickly, Ashley threw her arms around his waist, using her weight to pull him back down.

“Noooo” She whined “Stay here with me” Her words slurred, probably on account of the serious injury, they had just very unseriously treated.

He was gonna have to pray it didn't get infected, or something soon.

“Are you sure?” Andrew softly asked her.

“Yes!” Ashley bonked her head against his chest “Bandages. Tomorrow. Right now! Cuddling!”

Ashley demanded, and Andy had never liked rejecting his little sister.

He sighed, already patting her back “Fine, Ashley, have it your way.”

“Yay!”

Slowly but surely, Ashley allowed her head to fall and rest against her brother’s lap, permitting her eyes to close.

She felt her eyelids growing heavier, and the world becoming fuzzy around the edges.

Ashley had never liked the way her dreams worked, she could always see them coming, the blurry quick images like watercolor paintings in the rain, of her life memories.

Ashley was used to the same dream, over and over. The same crate. The same argument. The same dead bitch on a box.

The same Andy, clinging to her.

That was the only constant she had come to understand, the rest of the world could come tearing apart, like a museum on fire, but that didn't matter, because whether her eyes were closed or open, Ashley would always get to see Andrew’s green eyes, always staring directly at her.

And only at her.

The world could die, because for all Ashley cared, she and Andrew were already doomed together.

So when her sleep demons showed her a different memory for once, she really didn't mind either way.

This time she caught herself, staring at herself, Little Leyley rocking back and forth, excitement bursting out of the seams, like light, through her smile, and her eyes.

Yeah, Ashley remembered this one just fine.

It had been her birthday, their parents had never really been much for celebrations, they didn't really do all that corny stuff, that the parents of their classmates did, and that was fine, really, Leyley hated them, the further away she could be from them in every way, the better.

After all, she had Andy, and with Andy by her side, she knew she could get by just fine.

And yet, even knowing all that, as well as she did, Leyley couldn't say her own mother forgetting what day she had been born in, didn't hurt.

Which, in retrospect: She should have known better, there was a reason only she celebrated Andrew's birthday since he had turned 16.

Obviously, that had turned into a fight, with yelling, and crying, and cursing, some broken vases thrown through the air, and some kicked doors, which in turn, had ended up with Leyley alone, on their building’s rooftop, with her legs hugged to her chest, and her sad face hidden in the middle.

And then, there had been him, her older brother, her only true friend in this world.

Andrew standing before her, awkwardly cursing out their parents, as he offered her a little chocolate cupcake, with one sole pink candle hastily stabbed through the middle.

He was explaining something, about being sorry that it was so small, and a lack of money, and mom is such a bitch, she just takes away my money and never gives it back-

But all of that went unprocessed by Ashley at that moment.

She stood up with a jump, with her arms wide open, to trap her brother in an embrace as strong as the seal of a coffin.

Ashley was sure in that moment that she loved Andrew, but yet again, she had been sure of that, since she had obtained the ability to actually remember things at age 3.

Andrew gasped, astounded for a second, before hugging her back, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other holding the back of her head, just like he had done back then, when Ashley had been a baby, and their mother had handed her to him, for the first time.

The shape of her head was still odd, it had grown around the shape of Andrew's hands.

Baby flesh was soft and moldable like that.

Ashley had grown through her brother, like wild roots through corporative cement.

Andrew had ignited the lonely pink candle, with that new metallic lighter he carried around everywhere, now that he had decided he was a big boy who smoked.

He sure did, right there on their own balcony, their parents didn't even seem to notice.

Andrew was always there, smoking directly in front of her, but refusing to actually share, and teach her how to smoke proper, because apparently, she was just ‘Too young’ for it.

Instead, he would only inhale, hold it in, then turn to her, and exhale it all on her face.

Ashley had to gasp for air, like she was 10, and drowning in a pool again, calling out Andrew's name.

She would lick her lips once he was done, she knew the smoke would always be far sweeter, coming out of her brother’s lungs and blood, than from some raunchy gas station cigarette box.

Afterwards, they had eaten one half each, and of course, Andrew had stolen the biggest one for himself.

Ashley was just grateful she got to see a less haunting memory this time around.

She felt something stroking her head, and twirling her hair, but she only clung harder to the cold living thing underneath her, and shut her eyes, refusing to awake.

Andrew grinned softly, chuckling to himself. He wrapped his arms around Ashley’s waist, and lifted her up, like a doll, carrying her to her bed.

He fell asleep by her side, easier than he had in months now.

The next morning, Andrew found himself standing in front of the phone. A bored look on his face.

“No…Sorry, I have to stay, and watch that Ashley’s stitches don't re-open, yeah- Sorry. Goodbye.”

Andrew placed down the phone, with a small but satisfied smirk on his face, he was sure it didn't show through his voice. He had made sure to perfect that ages ago.

“You know, you should just break up with the whore already, you don't even like her” Ashley's poignant, and cutting voice arrived to him, all the way from the kitchen.

“Shut the fuck up, Ashley” But Andrew's voice carried no real weight, instead, he only walked closer to Ashley, like chasing after the musical notes of her cruel-pointed laughter.

Andrew admired her for a minute, standing in front of the white dough, for whatever weird thing she was going to feed him this time.

“I'm just saying, Andy” Ashley didn't turn to look at him, even as she felt him arrive from behind “That you are here with me, because you like me best.”

“You are like a tumor, I can't cut off me.”

“I know, I know, you would die without me” She hit the hard dough with only one hand, she grabbed it, squished it, tore it, then re-integrated it.

Ashley patted her hand on her own shoulder, leaving a trail of white flour on her skin, and dark clothes.

Andrew wrapped his arms around Ashley's waist, it came naturally.

He did it whenever they went outside together, he hated the way people would stop to hawk at his sister sometimes, like she was a piece of fancy meat in a butcher's shop.

She was only supposed to be his, they had come the day she was born

But Ashley herself, didn't seem to notice or care much at all, it still drove him into rage at the mere memory of it.

Having her nearby, being able to touch her the whole time, it helped Andrew calm down.

Feel safer.

He stared at the white trail of bunny dust running down her neck, and spilling like snow of a mountain, down the curve of her shoulders and collarbones, without a second thought, he bent forward and kissed it.

It tasted like pre-made cake and red raw skin.

His sister purred into the kiss, a happy and satisfied smirk on her face “Oh Andrew~ I will blush, you know” Ashley said, with her usual acerbic tone.

She kept working on their food.

“What are we having tonight?” Andrew asked, like he didn't hear her.

“Meat pie” Ashley made long and thinning rolls out of the dough, reaching for the same knife she had cut her skin with.

“Gross” Andrew kissed her collarbones this time.

“Picky eaters, no wonder mom can't stand you either.”

“The kitchen still smells like your blood” Andrew pointed out,

He thought, nothing else in the world smelled like Ashley, if he ever found something that did, he would have to compare the thing to her first.

Andrew had been the first one in the world to know this essence, like he had discovered a new flower species.

He felt proud that way, sometimes.

“It smells like love” Ashley corrected him “I made all of this with love for you” And Andrew didn't know if she was referencing the cuts on her hands and thighs, or the food they ate every day.

Both, knowing her, and of course, he did, how could he ever possibly not know her.

“Sure sure, blood and love” Andrew rested his head on top of her own “Romantic.”

“Oh, you are such a sentimentalist, Andy” He felt her shifting underneath him, straining her neck to look up at him, standing on her tiptoes, her back melting to his chest, like chocolate on a sunny day.

“I don't think you know what that word means, Ashley.”

“You are such a nerd, Andrew” She kicked up a little, propelling herself just enough to land him a kiss on the cheek, very near Andrew's nose “When did you get so tall?”

He unwrapped one arm from Ashley's waist, to quickly use his sweater’s sleeve, and clean his face from her kiss.

“Rude,” Ashley pouted.

“When did you get so tall?” Andrew asked Ashley back.

Andrew wasn't all that much older than her, but he had raised her, and in his mind, he always remembered her in her little overalls, looking up at him, asking him everything there is to be known.

“Tall?” Ashley snorted “You are like a foot taller than me.”

“Not my fault you are fun sized, Ashley.”

“How dare you?” She dramatically gasped, playful. Andrew laughed.

Her hand tightened against the dough, making her look red, against the yellowy white “You don't even fit on my bed anymore, Andy. Your feet stick out, you know, the spirits are gonna crawl out of the coffin, and pull you in.”

“I think they already have” Andrew looked down at his sister, he had never quite realized how short she really was.

He held her tighter against him, with one hand crawling up to her ribcage.

Andrew could feel Ashley's heart beating against it, like trying to break through the bone, and bleed away on his palm.

He supposed Ashley already did that every day, either way.

“Or maybe, it’s just me” Ashley made a little ooh sound like a corny ghost.

This time, they both laughed at the same time.

Andrew had never thought about how often that happened, and how it never happened with anybody else, but his sister.

“Pretty sure it is only you, Leyley.”

Ashley giggled, letting her weight drop against his chest “Damn right” She hit the dough once more, before panning it out on the counter.

Slowly, filled with security, Ashley reached out for the barely washed knife she had used to split her own hand open.

She looked up to Andrew with that amused smirk, and those deeply adoring eyes she always gave him.

Her sneer turned cruel, and her eyes shone with something akin, to bloody holy intervention.

Ashley held the knife up, then slammed it against her palm, only a few more centimeters, and it would have cut right through.

“Should I?” Ashley said.

Holding the knife against her stitched hand, the blade right on top of the nylon black thread, if she pushed it down, only a little bit, her blood would come gushing right back out, and Andrew would have to switch her back up, once more.

Honestly, not the worst possible fate

“Yes” Andrew hugged her tighter, leaning against her head, kissing her ear before whispering “Let’s consume each other, so we can never be separated again, isn't that what you want? Blood on blood. Put yourself on the meal and I will eat you gladly.”

They could eat each other.

A kiss as the beginning of cannibalism. If it was only them together, even that would be okay.

“I love you, Andy.”

Ashley passed the knife on top of the stitches, but they didn't break. She did it on purpose.

She looked up at him.

Ashley smiled at her brother.

Maybe, she already had gotten what she wanted.